Of my great love, letter, interpreter

who, without speaking, do my passion speak,
courier of lovers, letter, go to her,

tell her what havoc her cruelty doth wreak.
And gracious as discreet a messenger,

look in her face and to her colour seek,
wait on a sigh, however faint it were,

and is she gay or goes she palely meek?
Do the tongue's office, since mine own is fettered

in her dear company*   So great my dread,
lest I offend, that all my heart has uttered

must by my pale and speechless grief be said.
But with three words you can declare my sorrows,
for halting tongue from eloquent silence borrows.
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